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It was a dark, cold night. Rain softly tapped the windows. Inside, he was in his own little cocoon of solitude. A 
rare opportunity to be home, be alone, to relax, unwind and recharge. He sat in the living room, some old 
western blaring mindlessly from the TV as he nursed a beer. Track pants, sweat shirt, blond hair tied back 


loosely, blue eyes tired and weary from too long on the road. 


He could do what he wanted, who he wanted, when he wanted, but after months and months of being 
surrounded by brainless bimbos and bottom feeding suck ups he just wanted to be alone. 


A knock on the door cut through him like a knife. He groaned, forcing himself to his feet and stumbling 
forward. Whoever it was, they were going to get it. 


He flung open the door to see him standing there. Wet. Soaked to the bone. Heaving. Fuming. Seething. Dripping 
red curls. His clothes soaked, clung to his body. He glared up at James with a snarl. 


"Are you going to let me in then?” he demanded. James yielded. 


James was use to having the power. James was use to being in control. But around Dave he was 18 again. It 


was 1981 all over again And once again James found himself going through the motions. 


How Dave had any idea that he was going to be in town he didn't know. It wasn't as if they were checking 
schedules, it wasn't as if they ever planned it. It just happened this way. Maybe Dave checked the house every 
time he was in town, hopeful that he'd be home. He'd never admit to it, he was too proud a man, and James 


would never ask, he was too smart to bring another dose of his abuse on himself. 


Truth was he felt guilty, for all that had happened, all he had done, and more pressingly, all he hadn't done. 
When Lars had told him Dave was out, he never questioned it. He'd gone with it. He'd been weak, cowardly, 
spineless. And his decision not to say anything hung over him like a dark cloud. 


Perhaps that was why he obliged Dave. Why he still opened the door. Why he still did as Dave wished. 


Dave kissed James hard on the mouth. James struggled against him but Dave wasn't letting up. He forced his 
tongue into his mouth and pressed himself onto the blonde. He was drunk, James could taste the alcohol on his 
forced kiss. This wasn't just a kiss though, it was a power struggle. Both of them pushed, forcing, pressing on 
each other as they fought for supremacy. James tried to push Dave off, but this just spurred Dave to come 
on stronger. He pressed his palms on James's shoulders. He grinded his hips against him, his wet clothes 
soaking into his until they were both cold and soggy. Finally, Dave let up, seemingly out of breath, backed off 
and James snapped the door shut behind them. Sodden puddles on the floor, once again Dave had brought the 


rain in with him. 


James was use to being in a position of dominance. James was accustomed to coming from a place of 


authority. Except when he was with Dave. 


Wet clothes removed, James found himself on his knees. With anyone else it just wouldn't happen, with Dave 


there was an expectation. 

In the bedroom, Dave on the edge of the bed, and James on his knees. He hated that hand in his hair. He hated 
the way Dave groaned and growled. He hated the way he moved all the time. Never still. Just shut the fuck up 
and be still. 

Most of all, he hated the things Dave would say. He hated the way Dave called him "boy." 

"That's right boy, just like that, oh yeah, you're a good boy, aren't you?" 


Shut up and just be still 


It wasn't long before Dave was on his feet, thrusting back and forward, fucking his face. He'd long since 


stopped talking and now just grunted with every forward motion. James let him. He was completely numb. None 


of it mattered, this was just the way it was. 


Dave's fingers matted blonde curls for a while before cupping his cheeks and thrusting deeper and harder. 
James, eyes closed, let his mind go completely blank. It wouldn't be long, he thought, just let him finish and itll 
be done. 


Dave was drunk, and thus didn't last very long in the scheme of things. His face contorted to a snarl, upper lip 
curled, brow furrowed as he came into the back of James's throat, who took it all, like the good boy he was. 
He got to his feet and made his way to the bathroom. Mouthwash, that was what he needed. To chug a whole 
bottle of the shit and wash his taste out of his mouth. 


He came back from the bathroom to find Dave, keys in hand, making his way to the door. He was drunk, very 


drunk, and James was sure he was going to wrap himself around a telegraph pole in that state. 


"You can't drive man," he stated. 
Dave turned around. Wet clothes had dried a little, now he was just a damp, intoxicated mess. 
"Why not?" 


"Because you'll fucking kill yourself," James asserted, "you stay here and when you're fine to drive, you leave." 
Big words from the boy. 

It was a position he hadn't found himself in since 1983. In bed with Dave. Dave was wrapped around him like 
lights on a Christmas tree. Gone were Dave's rain drenched clothes, James had thrown them in the wash and 


leant him some of his own. They were, afte rall, about the same size. 


Dave was like a sore on the roof of his mouth, he knew it would go away if he left it well enough alone, but he 


couldn't stop tonguing it. He couldn't stop letting Dave have what he wanted. Even though it was killing him. 


He snored, just like he had in days gone by. He tossed and turned and spoke in his sleep. He gripped James, not 
letting go. James didn't sleep a wink 


In the morning, he was hung over as hell. Dave muttered something about wishing he were dead. Dramatic, he 


had always been very dramatic and over the top. 


James handed him his clean clothes and told him to just keep the others. It didn't matter. They were just 
things. 


Awkwardly, they shuffled towards the door. James apologized, yet again, for things he had done a long time 


ago. Dave nodded, acknowledging the words. 


As James closed the door, he knew, he'd be back. And he'd be on his knees. Like the good boy he was. 


